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One 


Author's Notes: 
It's dirty. There are no excuses. 


Even when they were teenagers Izzy had an air about him of being together, being cool, being above it all. Axl 


would envy this sometimes, because he was always in the thick of it. 


They were so different in school. Izzy kept to himself, skating by in each class, quietly observing everything 
around him. Axl talked and talked, about the future, about his crappy present, about the fractures in things. 


He saw injustice in everything, and fought against it. Izzy seemed to rise above it. 


Still, they hung out all the time. Izzy was always first with things, with drinking, with smoking pot, with popping 
pills, with girls. He led the way for Axl, and Axl followed. 


It was the weekend, they were out drinking, sipping cheap beer in cans. They were young enough that they still 
got a buzz. After the right amount of alcohol Axl could fool himself into thinking he was happy. 


"Let's go," Izzy said when it got late enough, the moon a crescent directly over their heads. Axl looked up at it, 
his hands around the chains of the swing. They left the park and went to Izzy's house, the only choice. Axl's 
house was out of the question and they both knew it. 


Upstairs in his room Axl laid on the bed, Izzy sat on the floor. Moonlight came in through the window without 
a shade. Neither one of them was tired. Izzy climbed up on the bed next to Axl and laid against him, feeling the 
heat from his body, feeling his muscles tense. 


"Axl," he whispered, making Axl turn his head and look at him. 


"What?" Axl whispered back, watching Izzy trace the veins in his hands. He stayed still under his touch, the 


alcohol buzz helping him to not jerk away. 


"Want to try something?" Izzy said, his voice inching above a whisper. Axl didn't respond. He looked at him with 
wide eyes. Izzy hoisted himself up a little and leaned over, touching Ax''s lips with his. Then he pulled away and 
looked at him. 


"What are you doing?" Axl said, puzzled. 


"Just this," Izzy said, leaning over again and kissing him with more pressure, and Axl's eyes closed and his 
breathing became quicker and more shallow. He didn't want to open his eyes and face Izzy. He wasn't supposed 
to be doing this, kissing a boy. There were a million things he wasn't supposed to be doing, and lately he was 
having trouble keeping all of the sins straight. 


Izzy stopped kissing him and pulled away, gazing down at him. His beautiful friend. He really was pretty for a 
boy, with that straight red hair and high cheekbones, pale smooth skin He traced from Axl's cheekbone down 
to the corner of his lips with the pad of his index finger. Axl didn't open his eyes, and at Izzy's touch he 
squeezed them shut. 


"Hey, it's okay..don't be scared," Izzy said, resting his hand on Axl's chest and feeling the quickness of his 
breathing and his heartbeat. He trailed his fingers down the soft cotton of his T-shirt to the stiff denim edge 
of his jeans. Axl opened his eyes and shook his head, his red hair falling across his forehead. 


"No, no, Izzy." he said, but it was weak, the words trailing off. Izzy had drunk more than Axl, he always did, 
and his inhibitions were worn further down, worn to nothing. He came up quick and kissed Axl hard, the 
pressure forcing Axl to open his mouth and flick away Izzy's tongue with his own, while his hands were still at 
the waistband of his jeans. He felt the cool metal of the button to his jeans and he pulled it, one more twist 


and it would come undone. 


Izzy was on top of him and it was easy to lay beneath him, to let him kiss him and undo his jeans, to reach 

his hand in and finger the elastic edge of his boxer shorts. Axl shifted his weight and thought of homosexual 
slurs and hell, he thought of his father hitting the back of his head hard because of a cigarette commercial 
with girls in bikinis. What would he do to him if he knew he was doing this? 


Izzy, for his part, could feel how tense Axl's muscles were, how he pushed at him with both hands, but the 
resistance was easy to overcome. He could open his eyes and see that red hair right in front of his face. He 
saw the dusting of light freckles across the bridge of Axl's nose. He felt the soft skin beneath the boxer 
shorts and the low moan Axl made in the back of his throat. 


He kissed down the side of Axl's neck as his hand reached for him inside the boxer shorts, the material of 
that and the jeans restricting his movements. Axl shifted his weight again, his head tilting back at the 


unexpected touch. 


"No, no, Izzy.." he said, his eyes half closed beneath the gold eyelashes. He shouldn't be doing this, he shouldn't 
be. In his mind he skated past all the beatings and abuse from his father to the father before him, some half 
remembered being with a deep deep voice and freckled forearms, someone whose very presence had terrified 
him. This was okay for now, the kisses soft and unexpected, the pressure of Izzy's hand sliding up and down 
the shaft of his penis causing a friction and pleasure he'd only ever experienced all by himself before this, but 
it wouldn't stay okay. Izzy was moving too far too fast for him, and it was causing all manner of buried things 


to come to the surface. 


"Shhhhh, it's okay." Izzy said, kissing the hollow at the base of Axls throat, his hand sliding smoothly up and 
down inside the boxers and jeans, and he wanted to yank down those clothes but somehow he didn’t dare. Axl 
sunk back further into the bed, his hands no longer pushing at Izzy, the pleasure of the situation overcoming 
the demons. 


